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tion from the ever watchful respect which we owe to our own inner
voice. Don't you agree, my dear, that it is in the secrecy of our own
hearts that we most truly hear the bidding of God? I find it im-
possible to believe that what I feel for you so strongly can be con-
trary to His will. Light, for me, is where you are. If I struggle
against the instinct which leads me to you, I see nothing but dark-
ness. I am the more convinced that what I say is true, because I know
that if your temporal or spiritual welfare depended upon my giving
you up, I could give you up, not, indeed, without pain and suffering,
but certainly without a struggle. Selfish though I am (and God alone
knows how selfish that is!), I love you too much to consider my own
feelings. So wholly do I love you, that I would not, no, not for a
single moment, fight against the influences to which you are ex-
posed at Larjuzon, if I were sure that they are making for your
happiness, if I did not feel that too much subtle reasoning may be
brought to bear upon what is really a perfectly simple and very
ordinary situation. Perhaps a poor creature like me has no right to
judge, but I do think that there is one point in particular about which
Madame Brigitte is wrong. She does not realize, as you and I do,
that all flesh, imperfect and corrupt though it may be, is holy; that,
in spite of original sin, the birth of a child is still Gocfs loveliest
mystery. I have heard her say things on this subject which I may,
perhaps, have misunderstood. What I love most in you, my darling,
is that fondness for children which God has implanted in your heart,
for those little children like whom we must become if we are to gain
the Kingdom of Heaven. We cannot become like them, but at least
we can bring them into the world, and that is no small thing. No
doubt there are higher vocations . . . still, I do not believe that in
becoming your wife I shall be resisting Christ's summons to His
flock, His insistence that we should leave all and follow Him. For in
you, and through you, beloved, in and through the children who
may be born to us, I submit to that Will which it is our chief delight
to honour. . . . The mere thought that this is so sets me trembling
with happiness.,.."

Monsieur Puybaraud did not show these letters to me, and I could
judge of my stepmother's defeat only by the increasing gloom of